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	I Love You

' Music's Got Me Feeling So Free '

Daft Punk- One More Time

There was nothing. No awful trigger, no high school or middle school bullies. In fact, everyone just really left him alone. Not many people really acknowledged that he was there in school. There were no real problems at home. Yeah, they yelled. Mainly his mom, and yeah there were days when she would go a little overboard. There were even days when she would do it for the smallest of things... Maybe there was some things at home, but nothing that every kid didn't go through.

What really caused it was an odd sense of not being in control. It's the fact of focusing on the smallest details ,even if they're not important, and completely over thinking them... That's it. That's the trigger. Overthinking. That's what caused everything. In fact, it's not the first time this has happened. It's got to be about the 3rd time that the cycle has restarted itself.

When it first happened it was in 6th grade. You know at that point in your life you're only now figuring who you are, and your place in the world. Though at the same time you hold a fear of dying. That's when it started. The over thinking.

It started out as small little things because there's that fear. The fear of death, and of course the fear of ' the red stuff '.

So a chipped nail, bent paper clip, or just something enough to cause what was intended... but none of it left a mark. Yes, that's good because if there was a mark then people would question.

By 8th grade it got oddly worse. The fear of death and ' the red stuff ' was almost gone. You grow up, and so did what was used. A pair of scissors that one of the blades was chipped. It was enough to cause the intended effect, but not enough to cause panic. Yes, they would leave marks that could scab over, and yes they were noticeable. But it was never a concern... Until dad found out. Then mom found out... but luckily no therapy.

By 9th grade, we found our friend groups, and you find your passion. Along with a band that you absolutely love. That band that you play on repeat, you obsess over, you have really odd pictures of them on you computer and you hope that nobody finds them. Imagine that conversation...

But at the same time the fear is gone and replaced with an almost want. A need. You grow up in what you use. A pocket knife that you happen to find one day walking home. Simple. Now you can do more since that fear of ' the red stuff ' is replaced with a need. You learned from your past not to do it where people can see. A place where people won't look. You pick a habit that you have of wearing something and use that. You move places that you use, and you change your clothing. Thighs, you were pants and nothing above your knees. Wrist, sleeves long enough to cover your hands, and something to over when it gets hot out.

Then it seems like the world is caving in around you. You're being slowly pushed to the edge, and you want... no need someone there to catch you.

You have a freak out one day, and of course, you show them. They worry. They become over protective, and lately, you go to therapy.

You think you're better. You go the whole summer fine. Nothing. Then then 10th-grade hit's, and you found something else. The urge is back, but stronger.

Pencil sharpeners with the razor blades. You're smart. Nobody would think of that. Hey look, you found you pocket knife hidden away. Where do you ask? Somewhere completely because of course.

You change places again because it got so much worse. So very much. Thighs? Completely covered. Hips? What hips? Chest? Just marks from the rib cage.

It feels like you're no longer in control. Like you need it. It becomes an addiction that you can't stop. You take them with you everywhere in case you need that extra boost. You need it or every little thing. The smallest things seem like the biggest, and the biggest things seem so fucking huge.

At night you cry yourself to sleep, but not because of the pain. The shame. The sorrow. No. You listen to that one band that saved your life. That one song that seems to be made for you.

You cry because they give you hope. Hope that one day everything will get better. It might not be tomorrow, or next week, or even a year from now. But someday it will, and that day will come. Then a thought pops into your head.

If you die then you can't meet them, and thank them for giving you hope. You can't thank them for saving your life so many times. You wouldn't be able to tell them how much they mean to you.

Being able to meet them one day gives you hope. Their music gives you hope. The quotes you find online give you hope. When you find out that one of them gets married to the love of her life. There highschool sweetheart.

Little things like that give you hope.

And the thing is...

People just don't understand why they mean so much to you. Why you listen to them constantly. Why you freak out when a new album comes out. Why you completely obsessed over them.

They just don't understand that they saved you life. That they were there for you when nobody else was. That they found a way to tell you that you mean something.

And you know what. That's the reason why I wanted to rewrite this story. I wanted everybody that reads this story to understand what I just explained.

That a band is more than a band for people. That a band is more than just people trying to make money. That there more than just a petty obsession.

That they can save a life, but not just any life... Your life. They saved your life a thousand times over, and will end up saving it more.

Yeah, you're going to break down at some point. You're going to end up getting so far into the hole that you dug for yourself that you just give up, but you know what? There always going to be there to pull you out. They won't go anywhere.

That's why I took this story down. It wasn't what I wanted. Now this is.

This is going to be more than a story for me, and please understand that. This is going to be my life in a way. I not only want to show you guy how much these bands mean to me, but I want to help you. I want to show you that there are people who care even if you don't see them. That there is a way out.

This is going to be more than a simple story.

This is going to be a release.

Away to leave the world behind just like with music.

Lastly, all that I ask is that you don't hate on this story, or even hate on me. This story is going to mean a lot to me. Out of all my stories I want this one to be updated the most. I don't know when, but it will.

I hope you enjoy the new ' I Love You '


End file.
